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FICTION BY THE BEST WRIT

e God of Ther [People

BY James Oliver Curwoodl

A stirring tale of romancoe and ad-
venture which shows the differerncn he-

twoen the white man's god and the
réd man's god
Irspector  Mellain  of the Royal

Northwest Mauunted Palles dld net go
Into gsentimental detall when he callnd
In Plilip Needham from barracks and
oxplalned to him the tronbls that was
hrewing up at the headwaters o® the
Beavey, (o iIntrodpced him ta Jean
Pierror, the slitn, soft-volced French
half-breed who had come down throngh
three bundred miles of wilierness
with the nees, and win sat with his
big dark exes staring hard at Phillp
a8 th= Inspector went aver in five min-
utes the faects which it had taken him
three.quarters of an hour to tell.

“The Sarcees and the Swamp Crees
are roady te jump ar one another's
throats up on the Beaver,” sald the
Inspector. “Tha irouble began with
a fight In which the Sarcees murdered
a missionary. 1Isn’t that it, Joan?"

“Non, M'sieur.” rveplied the half-
breed. “They did not murder him.
They Killed him."

“God gave us!" chuekled the hig In-
spRctor. “lere's a half savage from
the jungle who sees g Jdifferemee bp-
tween murder and killing which we
don't see in law, Philip.  Aceording to
our code 1lie missionary wag mur-
dered, and the affalr has  started
trotible that promizes atribhal war, I'm
not gaing to gond 4 dozen nalf a
dozen men up there 1o stop the fzht.

I'm going ta  sond von—alone—nas
peacemalker, and 10 hiring back as
many of the Sarcees = vou ke,

Cockhurn, as facior on the Deaver and
You can get all of tlhe azsjztatice vou
want from him and the Cgevs, Tha
trouble started oversa woman, She's
a young Cree. Malalla ig her name,
Jean savs, and you may have 1o hring
her back with you  She's a pazan and
A renegade, for =he has left the Crees
to join the Sarceps.”

It was 1he second day afier. when
they were resting from a harl portage
on the lower Sturgeon, that Jean Pler-
rot made answer to what the Inspector
had said

“SBometimes, Msione " he =afd fn Nlis
low qulet wvalee, "1 think that there
must he more than one God—that
there mugt be three, sour God, nnd
mine, and a Gord for such as ghe and
her people.”

Phillp was Hehting his pipe. bt
pinsed untll the ffame of his maitch
burned the tips of lis fingers

“Maballa, you mean,” ho sonid, striks
ing anather

‘Yes, Muaballa, M'sieur—aonid the
Sarcees "

“They wre pagans.'
flug out smoke,
a God?"

“There was a time when 1 Lelieved
ihal there was but one God, Msfear,”
ceplied Jean. I am a Catholic, and 1
carry an lvory cross of the Virgin on

gald Philip, puf-
"0 how ¢an they have

my breast. [ thought thers wnans bhut
one God=—aur God—until [ was sent
tao schonl at Montreal. After thar 1
workerd for the Great Company for
three vears and I saw a grea! deal
of your God--the God of what 1 heard
ralled Clvilization. It is a Jdifferent

God from tlie God of our bhig North;
down there oven the God of the Virgin
a different God. You worship Him
in vour bg churches on one day, and
then for the six days that follow yon
lia, you cheat, yoiur rain ona another,
vau breal: the ten commandments. Wa
have no churches. Our God is ahout
ug, In the foresis, the swamps, in the
night play of the aurora; we don't
ghout His name, we don't have brass
hands to wori for [Him, but most of
ns wear His crosges and live up to
Him in our way, which is a different
way than yours. For these reasons I
know there are two (iods, my Goid and
yours, and 1 almost helleve there is a
third—fcr her people.”

Something in the manner of Jean's
eavinz these things stirred Philln
girangely. The half-breed's dark eyves
glowed with & warm fire. His thin
wonsitive face seemed to quiver with
3 emotion which he fought to keep
Yaek. There was the graceful poiea
+f an animal! In his slender, steel
ein wed body as he hunched himself
wver to peer up the river; a fascinie
tion alount him—in the gun shining
in his jet-black hafr, In the solft CUreo
melody of his volee, the coo! daring of
nhis bheautiful eyes.

“And what kind of n God would you
have for a pagan God?" queried Phillp,

1 don't know." said Jean, stralght
ening himself. 1 have thoupht of it
a good deal, M'sleur, but I don't know,
Perhaps you ean help me!  Philip
caurhl an eager, almost hopeful, look
in the other's eyes, "“The Burecees ars
not only pieans, but the last of what
was once n great race.  Theve are Joss
than a score of them, counting woemen
and children, up where we nwre going,
M'siour. It Is what 18 left of the Lone
Arrow tribe, Twenly years ago, when
{1t was much stronger, this trite camae
upon a Cree villape which had been
deseried because of the red plagie
the amall pox, and in ono of the lepres
they found a half-dead little babe, de-
serted by ils people. They were dead.
Iv enemies then—the Crees and the
Sarcees, M'sleur—and yet the Baroees
soolt this babe, and eaved its lfe—be-
cpuse It was a babe, and helpless, |
ask you, M'sieur, would a people with:
out & Giod have done thig _\\'hf'n the
other people, the people aith a God,
ahandoned the child to its death? That
ohild, M'sleur, was Maballa, the Cree
pagan.” -

Jean's eyes glistened

“Would & godless people have dene
that, M'sieur?” he demanded

“No, Jean—"

“And that was not all,” continned
Jean, turning his face again up the
viver, and speaking for & moment A8
I to no one buat himself. “She came
to the Post after that, ten years later,

1.

when M'sleur 8!mpson was factor, and
in Madame took a great fancy to her
and imtg?{l her a great deal that eivile
lzed people know. Then she died, In
Madame, and the new [actor and hils
{ren wifa came to the Post. Maballa
laved her adopted people, and for that
all the Crees hated her and shunned
her, The factor's Cree wife hated her
most of all, more than she hated the
Sarcees. Three times a yvear Lone Ar-
row's son came to the Poet with what
wns left of his father's tribe, ann
hrought thelr furs, and it was at theso
fimes that the young people, grown
now to manhood And  womanhood,
found thelr hearts beating with love."

Plerror rose to his feet and looknd
far up the river, with his back to
Philip.

"The Sartee band came last to the
Post slx weeks ago,” he finlghed, "A
little hefore that the new Missloner
had come over from Churchill. He
was bad, M'sileur. He attempted to in-
gult Maballa in a way which Is com-
mon to the followers of the elvilized
man's God. Maballa fled to the Sar-
camp, nnd Saklmay, the pagan
sony of Lone Arrow, hunted the Mis-
sfoner out antd  they fought. The
Missioner was Killed; so was Sakimay.
Thely twa graves are &lde by side, s0
cloge that yon may reach from one to
the nther. Over the Missloner's grave
i= the white eroass of (od; around
Sakimav's there 1= a fenes of sapling
picketz, tins filled with meat, a tiny
CANDEe, A tepee fs large as your hand
and such weapons, made of wood, as
he will nesd in the hereafter. There
are tepn or fifteen of the Sarcees, and
they have drawn back n few miles, and
euarded themselves. There hns been
a little fichting, and it I8 fortunate for
the Sarcecs that a Cree and a half-
breed have been killad, 1 do not un-
derstand why the Sarcees remaln, for
some day will find them all dead un-
less they move. 1 think, M'sieur, it
must. be because of Maballa, For
each day twn women rome to the
graves with their offerings for the
deald. One of these s the Mizsioner's
Todian wife, who has turned Chris-
tinn, and the other [z Maballa, the
pagan Cree ™

For days after this stop at the port
age Jdean Plerrot spoke no more of
Maballa and her penple, exesnt 1o an-
swer Philips auestiong. He drapped
into the moody silenee of the farest
man. saying no more than a dogen
words at night when they gtapped to
camp, even when Philip bronght ap
agnln nnil again the question of the
thres Gods. The half-breed was al-
wayve sitting beslide the fire when he
went to his blankets, and oncea he
awake, long after midnight, to finid
Jean sitting where he had left him
hours hefare. After a time Philip
ceasad 1o question him, and began *n
gtidy him In another way. He knew
that something wag troubling Jean
Several times, when Jean thought him
asleep, he saw Plerrot take the ivory
cross from his breast and hold it in
his hands; and one night, when the
gpring wind was wailing mournfully
through the spruce tops, Jean stood up
in the light of the campfire with his
hands and the cross stretehed above
hls head, as Il in an attitude of prayer,

The night hefore they eame to the
Post on the Beaver, Plerrot ralged his
head from between his hands and
looked across the fire ar Philip, who
was smoking hiz pipe.

“Msfenur ' he exclaimed suddenly, I
haove nevor geen a more  heautiful
woman than Maballa, even In Montreal
and Quebee. 1T have seen her with her
hatr down, M'eieur, falllng ta her
kneers, elistening like a raven’'s wing
in the sun. Her volee 15 llke that of
the bird-flutes which we make of reeds
—for ehe is a Cree. 1 swear to God
if #he wae not & pagan | would fight
for her, and for har psople.'

In an inswant Philip had gone to his
gfde, and reached down a hand.

“Tenn Plerrat.' ha sald quietly. “You,
ton, love this girl"”

Jean lifted his head slowly. His
slim, Jdurk hand met Philip's; in his
eves thore glowed n soft llght.

“Yeg, M'stenr, I love her."

He dropped his head agaln, slowly,
and sald: “DBut she has betrayed her
Gioll Tf I went to her now, after Sak-
imay is dead, and gave her my love,
#rd fought for her, 1 would be hetray-
ing my God—the God of the Virgin—
for o woman. For she {8 a pagan.”

As the half-breedd walked out Into
the slnom Philip watched him until
his torm disappeared among the forest
shadows, wondering what the world
would be if the God of all people were
as omnlsclent as this God of Jean
Pierrot's

It was the deep gray dusk of a night
that promiged valn when the canon of
I'hitip nnd Jean Plerrot came into the
last stralght-water of the Beavey, a
quarter of & mile from the Post. Ahove
the thiek spruce and halsam there was
an unusnal glow in the sky, and when
thelr eanoe rin into the landing they
worn greeted by a mad rugh of howl
ing dogs and a prowd of Cree masters
wha lushed right and left with short
whips, while & dozen Indlan boys
shouted and kicked in the faces of tha
ravage huskies Phnlll ﬂO\I(‘Fd thai
most of the men carrled riflos.

The tumult brough! Cockburn, the
factor, tn the door of the Compapy
store, and when he saw that nne of the
neweomers wis Jean Pierrot he lost
no time in shaking hands with Philip,
who Introdueed himself hefore Jean
eould speak. Then he lacked the door.

“You saw them,” he sald, rubbing
his hands together nervously, “Thirty
of the engsedest, blood-thirstiest Crees
you ever lald eyes on, and yon're here
fust In time to put the stamp of the
law on what they're going to do fto-
morrow. | can’t hold them in another
winnie,"”

“I've got a pretty good idea of the

e

trouble,” said

Iatoat 7"

“Sakimay fsn't dead” exclaimed the
fartor.

A low cry escaped Jean Pierrot. It
was a8 If a sudden pain had torn it
from his 1lips.

“He was wounded in the fight with
the misslonary,” went on the factor,
“sn hadly wounded that the Sarecops
did not dare te move him., So they

Phillp. “What's the

that the othars honrd nothing of what
they said. When they had dones Ple-
tou offercdd his hand acain to Philip.
Then he swung slowly aliont the wall
of dark faces that #hy them In and
gpoke in the Indian tongus

“This I8 the White Chisf who has
come to lead you cgaine Sakimay and
tha murderers our  poople, my
hrotherg,” he saln. “Even the Great
Company oheyvs him.  Sn Pleton gives
up his place 1o hilm, and it js he, not

ol

“I SAW MABALLA AND SHE TOGK ME BY THYE HAND®

ran tha bluff that he was dead and
buried a dummy by night, and Malelln
came each day to weep over it. The
triek £ osled us for a long time. When
wit discovered that he was alive [ went
over and demanded Sakimay, and told
them that 1 would keep him gafe untll
your arrival. Maballa herself replisd
for the Sarvees, rofusing to give him
up. I went back with ten Crees.
Four of them are over near thelr camp,
dead. [ swear that | saw Mabrlla fire
a rifle again and again from the door
of Hakimay's tepee. The Crees out
thers ars walting for dawn. There are
thirty of them, Every man is armed,
and to-day they Iaughed at me when 1
told them that they must walt for the
officers of the Great White Chief,
Gawd, but I'm glad you've come!"

From oulgide thera came suddenly
tha soft, low walling of human volces,
A moaning, half.chanted sound of In-
finlte gadness, swelling In volume un-
til the alr trembled with it and it
rolled through the forests and (Hed
away as Phillp had bheard a wind come
fnd go bhetween two monntains: and
with it thers rose the deeper throated
grief of the wild wolf-dogs who sal on
thelr haunches and turned their muz:
zles to the sky as their masters sang
the song for other masters who wers
dead.  Jean Plerrot lifted the curtaln
from the small window In the door,
and Phllip listened, with his eyes meet-
Ing Cockburn's. The factor did not
speak until there was qulet outglde,
and Jean turned to motion them to the
window

“They've been keeping that up glnee
dark,” he said. "It's getting on my
nerves.”

“They're gathering about the hig
fire, M'sleurs, with Pictou in the cen-
ter,” sald Jean.

“Pleton 18 chosen
Rgaingt the Sarcees
plied  Cockburn, turning to  Philip
“Let's go ont.  He must turn the com-
mand over 1o you"

“I'm heve 1o make peace, nol (o
fighit," demurred Philip, following the
other (hrough the door. “Confound
MeBain, he should bave sent half a
dozen men with me and we'd have cor
raled the whole bunch. What are we
o do?"

“Fight,” sald Coekburn shertly

The ecircle of dogs angd men about
the fire opened 1o admit them, and
Philip shook hands with Pletou. (gak-
burn and the Breed talked in Cree, so

to lead them
to-morrow,”" re-

Pictou, who will lead you to-morrow."

Befors he hald done Cockburn was
repeating the Breed's words to Philip,
“Shake!" he urged, nudging him with
his elbow.

For a third time Philip and Pleton
gripped hands, and after that Philip
pagsed around the cirele of Crees,
shaking each by the hand while Cock-
burn and Pictou hegan mingling with
those who were scattering to the fires,
After it was over Philip came up clone
to Jean Plerrot

“How can youn arm yourself, Jean?”
he asked quickly

“With a quick-fire, M'sleur—a Win-
chester--and a revolver™ .

Phillp drew him outside of the fire-
light.

“Will vou gwear to stand by me,
Jean—1Af what [ do Is right?"

"1 will swear to do what [ helieve
s right, M'sieur.”

“And what {s that?"

“May the Virgin forgive me, M'sleur,
but 1 don't know,” replied Jean, Lis
eves glowing with a strange fire

Phillp pointed to the dusky forms
about the fires.

“I haven't any falth in Cockburn,
Joan," he sald in a low, gquick volce.
“1 haven't any faith in these Crees, A
blind man ean Bee that thev are filled
with a thirst for Sarcee hlood., Thera
van be no guibbling-—Sakimay has
killed a white man, his people have
killed a number of Croes, and they're
mightily In the wrong, according to
law. But we have got to stop & mARKK-
ore, and there's going to be one unless
we do something. How far 1s Bakl-
may's camp from here?”

“About six miles, M'sieur.,” Jean's
lody was quivering as he bent eagerly
toward 'hilip.

“Will yon go there tonight—with a
message from me?

"Yos"”

“You know the situation
what it & Tell them that 1 am here,
and that 1 ask them to place them-
selves under my ehurge until an inves-
tlgation can be madé, 1 is their only
salvation, Do yon understand®”

“And if they do this, M'slenr?"

“I will return to their camp with
yon."

“And If the Crees atiack

“Then,'" sald Philip, * it will be the
duty of the law to fight for the Sar-
coos,”

Tell them

He jolned Cockburn, who invited Ple-
toit to smoke with them In the Com-
pany stora. It was late when the
Bread returned to his fire and the fae-
tor showed Philip the bunk he was to
gloep In. After Cockburn had gone
Phillp sat up, walting for Jean

It was midnight when Plerrot cama
in.

“They refuse, M'sleur,” he rald

Phillp stared at the strange pallor
and the hollow lines In Jean's face.

“They refuse,” repeated Plerrot,
breathing deeply, "I saw Matalla, and
ghe took me by the hand, M'sleur, and
led ma into the tepes whera Sakimay
was lying upon his back. They be-
camé man and wife—to-day—accord-
ing to thelr law. I gave them your
message. | told them what would hap-
pen to-morrow, and Sakinay called the
others in so that they might hear.
There are only elaven who can fight
and to a man they shook thelr heads
when Sakimay gaid he wonld glve him-
self up to the White Chief, if it was
their will. They are poorly armed.
They know what will happen. Dut
they are brave, though they ara not a
peaple of God. They are ready to die,
M'steur. Sakimay and Maballa sand
you thelr thanks and thelr love. And
Maballa sends you this!*

Jean's volce choked him se he dreow
a folded bit of buckskin from his
pocket. He unwrapped It and there
rippled down from between his fingers
a8 long, shining tress of hair. Ha held
it abovr his walst and It swept tha
finor. His eyes shone softly and his
hand trembled as he gave {t to Philip.

“It 18 beautiful,” breathed Philip.
wonderingly, as ths wsoftness of it
touched his fingers. “But—I don't
understand.”

“M'eteur,” cried Jean, bending for-
ward, “this Iz the greatest thing that
a Sarcee malden can glve to A man,
next to her love. In the old days
when the Sarrees were a powerful
tribe If a girl asked the favor of a man
by word of mouth only, ha could grant
it or not, as he wished, but if she gave
him a tress of her hair It bound him
even to death In her service, To re-
fuse her then, if there was no dlgshonor
in her request, would he ths same a8
vou refusing assistance to a white
woman pleading for help in the hands
of rufMans. Maballa sends her prayer
to you. It is that you have her and
Sakimay taken to their old home in
the Bwan River country, and buried
therr—in one grave, It (s her last
confession that she has no God, and
that she will die a pagan, with Saki-
may." Jean bowed hils head. “Will
you do this, M'sleur?"

Ha started ag he felt the soft crush
of Maballa's halr against his hand.
His eyes met Philip's.

“This is yours, Jean,"” said Phillp
gently., “Can’t you understand? Ma:
balla sent It to me—and intended it
for you. It is yourg and [ will help
you to carry them back to their old
home—if they die"

“You think ghe meant this—for
me?"

Phillp laughed and gripped Jean's
hand.

“My poor Pierrot, are you blind?"

With a joyous ery Jean pressed the
sllken tress tn his lipa.

“Then she has given to me—to me—
someéthing,” he sald. “It {8 next to
that which she has given to him." Ha
turned toward ths door and stopped.
In the shadow his eyes glowed Ilke
black garnets, "1 am sorry there are
not three Gods, M'sieur. 1f there were
I would go and fight for her.'

A littla before dawn Philip went
with Plerrot and the factor to the
Indlan camp. The Cres were ready
nnd walting. Thelr dogs were tugging
at the ends nf babiche thongs tied to
trers, and the boys and women were
huddled In a silent group about the
farthest fire. Pletou was looking for
them and advanced across the open
o meet them

There was no excitemen! as he and
Philip, with the factor and Plerrot be-
hind them, led the way into the gloom
of the forest. The Cree fighters foll
in behind them like shadows. Their
moceasined feet made no sound upan
tha damp earth; there was no whis-
pering of one man to another, nothing
but o grim, terrible silence as.thoy
passed through the thick spruce and
into A& black rock-strewn break be-
tween two mountainous ridges. Over-
head broke the firat gray light of day,
and at every twlst and turn some-
thing which he could not resist drew
Philin's eyes behind him. Always
there wers the same faces at hia back,
dark, sullen, unresponsive, filllng him
with a growing realization of his own
powerlessne=s He overtook Piclou

and ecaught him by the arm. The
Breed stopped, and Philip said to Cork-
burn:

“Tell him to say this to his people -
that the man who does not ohey my
commands will he strangled or shot."

“It is best not to say that," objected
Cockburn.

“Tell them commanded Philip.
“By God, If I could talk thelr lin-
@_ll

He whirled flercely on the walting
Creas, and Pictou repeated Cockburn's
warning. There was no change in the
sullen faces.

"What do they say?" he demanded,

“Hear for yourself,” replled Cock:
burn. “They say nothing."”

Philip motionad Pleton on and
swung his carbina from his shoulder
to the hollow of his arm. Half an
hour Iater Jean sald, *"We are within
a quarter of a mile of thelr camp,
M'sleur.”

Philip tumed to the Crees with a
stidden, sharp command. They crowded
up to him, looking beyond him to Pie-
tou,

"Tell Pleton what to say,” he sald
to Cockburn. “Jean and I are going
on alone to Bakimay's camp. If they
surrender, thers will he no fight, If
they don't, we will return inside of an
hour."

He walked on past Pictou, with Jean
close beside hlm. He did not look
back until they had gone & hundred
yards up the chasm. Tha Crees were
packed ebout Pictou, who was tower-
ing from a rock (n their center.

“I'm drawing the fArst sagy breath
since we started, Jean,” he exclalmed.
“l wigh to Heaven that horde was a
fhundred miles from here!"

“So do I, M'sleur.”" They passed be-
hind a mass of broken rock and Pler-
rot caught Philip suddenly by the arm.
For the first time he showed excite-
ment. “Qulick, M'sieur—follow me
he entreated, “We have pot one mo-
ment to lose. [ will show yon gome-
thing. 1 swear that you may have
falth In me. Come!"

He turned and began leaping from
rock to rock up the broken side of the
mountain. At the top of the ridge he
stopped and waited. Philip was pant-
Ing when he reached him. Jean gave
him no time to speak.

“Hurry, M'sleur,” he urged. “There
ls & nearer way, but this Is hest."”

The sun was rising In thelr faces
and lighted up Jean's eves with a red
fire. The Breed moved with the sure-
ness of ope of the gray mountain cats,
finding footing where Philip stumbled
and slipped, Not unti]l they had gone
nearer & half mile than a quarier did
Plerrot stop for & third time and wait
for his companion. Philip was strug-
gling hard for breath when he came
up, but thers was scarce a break In
Jean's volee as he drew him cautiously
to the brolen edge of the ridge and
sald, “Look, M'sleur—look down
there!"

Five hundred feet below them (n &
small green meadow shut in on two
sldes by walls of rock was the Sarcee
camp. From where he erouched Phillp
found himself looking stralght up the
chasm. The break between the two
ridges ended in the little meadow be-
low. All this he took In at A glance,
even before he had made sure that
therr was no life about the tepees, and
that Sakimay's camp was desgerted

“They've gone.,” he sald aloud to
Plerrot,

Jean placed & warning finger on his
lips

“Nn, M'sieur,” he whispered, “they
are not gone”

Foot by fool he crept down ARmong
the rocks. Al last he came 1o a pre
clpitous ledge and peered over. Philip
drew himself to the edge and elutched
at the rocks as he tooked gelralght
down Lo the base of the mountain,
Huddled below him were a dozen
women and children, He had time to
see that one of these women WwWas
standing with her face turned up the
chasm, and that she stood beside a
man bolstered against a rock, He
drew back, dizzy.

“The women and children are there,
with Maballa and Sakimay," gaid
Jean. “Bakimay is badly wounded. |
doubt If ha will live, even If the Crees
give him a chance. Thare weéra three
old men in the camp last night. They
have gone with the others—to fight."

“What do you mean?" demanded
Phillp. "“Where have they gone?"*

“There!" replied Jean. He pointed
up the chasm, where the tips of the
black rocks werg beginning to catch
the glow of the sun, “This Is & mat-
ter of Indians, M'slenr. That is why 1
brought you up behind the camp In-
stead of down the chasm. You will
understand-—-and pardon me—when
you ses what happens. Look—look
therel"

A quarter of a mila away the hrealkt
betwecn the mountains was filled with
moving figures

“The Crees!"” gasped Plerrot. "Now,
M'sfeur, watch what happens'”

Phillp dug his fingera into Jean's
arm.

“We are too late!”

"Yes, too late” sald Plerrot, polnts
ing up the chasm. “See! They aras
almosat to that black streak of rocle
that runs across the break frem ons
wall to the other, and the BSarcseg
must be there. They are within easy
range. Afon IHeu, a strong arm sould
throw a stone to them nowt®

Suddenly a shet rang out Tt was
followed by a eecattering fusillade of
others, and then the fire of the Cres
rifles rolled in thunderous echoes bes
tween the black walls of the mouns
talns, It was Jean's hand that gripped
Philip now. His fingers dug In deeper
as the Crees advanced, dodging from
rock to rock, firing with their repeat-
ers. As yet the two watchers could
sre nothing of the Sarcees amhbushed
among the hroken masses of trap and
limestone. The sound of their rifies
wera drowned In the heavy roar of the
Cres guns.

“God in Heaven,” hreathed Jean In
dismay, “Sakimay's people have noths
ing but singleshot guns, a half of them
loaded with powder and ball! They
are lost—lost—""

He stopped and sprang to his fest.
The Sarcees were running back now,
fighting from rock to roek, and for
the firat time there came to them the
yells of the pursuing Crees. At first
Phillp countad ten, then nine—and
then eight of Sakimay's people. Ha
waa counting again when something
drew his eyes to the meadow below.
A fijgure was running swiftly toward
the scene of battle. [t was & woman.
Her long black hair streamed out {n a
shining maes in the sun. In her hand
ghe carried a rifle.

Phillp glanced quickly at Jean.

"“Maballa,"” sald Plerrot guisetly.

He was drawing something from his
breast, but Philip did not wait to see
what {t was. Under his eyes the last
of n race were dying, and he scarca
breathed as he looked upon the trag.
edy. He saw now that half a dosen
women had taken hold of the Iftter on
which Sakimay lay. They carried it
out into the meadow, follvwing Ma-
balla, and as they staggered undar ita
weight they chanted a song which
came faintly up to the top of the elft
The women stopped when the rempant
of the Barcee band came to the edge
of the meadow. There were gix of the
fighters left. Sheltered for a moment
from the Cree fire they ran to Bakis
may and kneeled beside bhim, thelr
guns waiting for the Crees. Behing
them stood Maballa, stralght and tall
the sun glowing like fire {n her bair,

Jean touched Philip's arm.

“Look, M'sieur,” he said.

On the flat face of the rock before
him glistened the silken tress which
Maballa had sent to Philip. and beside
it, gleaming white and pure, was Jean
Plerrot's cross of the Virgin.

“M'sieur,”” he said, with s strange
qulver in his volce, “there are but two
Gods to Jean Plerrot. There (s your
God and there |5 mine—and my God la
the God of Maballa and her people."

Hlis rifla glittered in the sun. There
was nothing to shelter the Crees from
him, and death burst upon them fromy
the top of tha cliff.

Philip caught up his carbine.

“And there is Lut one law in such
a ense as this,” he said. “Hera goes—
in the name of the King!™”

The Crees fell back before the deadly
fire of the two rifles. Only a third of
them reached the shelter of the rocka,
And still the fire pursued them along
the top of the chasm, until Philip
caught the hat barrel of Jean's Win-
chester in his hand and turned (it 1o
the sky

“Enough!" be sald, breathing hard.

They looked back. The group in the
meadow  was moving, It elimbed
slowly up the steep slde of the ridge,
the litter borue in Its mhidst. At the
top the figures were silhouctted against
the sun. Jean leaped high up on a
rock, and from the motlonless group
of a mile away ope flgure moved
slowly out and stood for a momenty
alone.

"May the Great God bless you, fore
ever, and forever,"” said Jean Pjerrot,

The lone figure went baek., Thd
group moved. It disappeared into the
scrub growth of the mountain,

“1t was Maballa,” said Philip softly,
He placed his hand on Jean's bowed
head. “Bhe knew that it was you,
Jean." ;

“Yes, M'sieur, I believe that she
did," sald Jean.




